384    POEMS AND BALLADS OF GOETHE

When the scorn of easte is loudest,
All we'd bear without repining,
Were thy face toward us shining,

For thou canst rebuke the proudest.

Therefore, Lord, hear my entreaty!

Eaise me from this foul defilement,
Or a Saviour send, in pity,

For the work of reconcilement.
Didst thou not a Bayadere

Lift from wretchedness to glory ?

Yea, we Pariahs have a story,
Giving comfort to the weary.

ii
THE PARIAH'S LEGEND.
Water from the sacred Ganges,
To bring water from the river,
Goes the noble Brahmin's wife,
She was chaste, and pure, and lovely;
High, immaculate, and honour'd,
And of sternest justice he.                              30
Daily from the sacred river
Does she fetch the pleasant water;
Not in pitcher nor in vessel,
For she hath no need of these.
Eises of itself the water,
Eolled into a hall of crystal,
To the stainless heart and hand
(Such the power of perfect virtue,.
Innocence without a shadow),
And she bears it to her home.                        4*
This day comes she in the morning,
Praying, to the flood of Ganges,
Bending lightly o'er the stream ;
There she sees, as in a mirror,
From the heaven above reflected,
Floating in the liquid ether,
Such a glorious apparition !
Image of a youth, created
By the thought of the Almighty,
As a form of perfect beauty.                          50
On the wondrous vision gazing,
Feels she straight a new sensation
Thrill throughout her inmost being;
Fascinated still she lingers,
Lingers with a secret longing;